MY GIREHOOD IN THE WHITE HOUs

Nellie Grant Sartoris.
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; \ T g l IFE solong aga at the White
P\ House is like a delightiul dream
ta me. It came back to me with
"ﬁ\l\ vivid force as | watched the inaug-
==t urdtion of the new Administranon
£ Perhaps it was seeing the sons
ot the ex-Presidents, one el ahoin wids my brother, as they rode i the
procession to escort President McKinley to the place that is 1o be his
home for the next forr vears that brought back so many rememibrances
of the past to me. While there is much of it that I have forgotten, 1 re.
member what good tifes 1 used to have, 1 was only a child when |
accompanied my father and mother to the White House
guite thirteen years old, and was only a little over seventeen when |1
wentaway, -
The happiest part of my girlhood was passed in the While
and my life there will always
1o my children.

Fwas not

House.
he something for nmie to cherish and to tell
But i must always be as the life of a child and of a
young girl.' for the time of my coming ot was my last season in the
Wihitte House
Businch.

We used t0 go therewvery Summer. Our cottage was nght on the
Sea, and my father was particularly fond of Fong Branch, as he could

It was only a short one, for part 3F @0 was spent i Long
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devote much time to driving. He
was passmnatcly fond of horses,
and one of my greatest pleasures
was to sit beside him behind a par
of ﬁeanriful bay trotters and “take
a spin,” as he called it. ] was never
- alowed to come dnwnstairs-at my
“mother’s aflernom\_reulnlmns. as.
afcourse, 1 was too young. Bnt |
- used sometimes to have my youn
 friends with me, and we had many
A [‘lt.{‘]) mrer rhc kt.'i1re at the cr md;

My mother woqu ‘he very much
fatigued after these receptions, and
h('r poor hands would be swollen

.

The most g\ulm;__ nenl in Nullu (xr';%t-. hrq ‘3" m the White: House

hile her father was rea
Nellie Gran ran from her Ilkllll(l’ S .-qch. and tnnl\ I‘.ull of Trs hand as he stgoc



